Especially 
made for the 
special needs 


ofdead @> 


dogs. 


Now your dog can get 
all the nutrition he or she 
needs from just a single can 
of Cycle 5, the one dog food 
especially formulated for 
your less active dead dog, 
No extra calories to fatten 
up that sleek body. Cycle 
is the first line of food nutritionally 
formulated for the major stages in 
a dog’s life and death cycle. 

Your dead dog’s nutritional needs 
differ significantly from those of a 
live dog. Changes in his or her 
metabolism require less high quality 
protein. Only Cycle 5 gives your 
dog exactly what he or she needs. 

A large amount of formaldehyde 

gives your dead dog that ready-to- 
get-up-and-go look. Cycle 5 has a 
taste dead dogs love (and a convenient 
funnel is provided free with every can 
to make mealtime simple and trouble- 
free), Its scientifically shaped chunks 
are always fresh, and yet they pro- 
vide your dog with all the quality and 
amount of protein that suits his or 
her needs, 
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In order to get the best results 
from the Cycle 5 diet plan, follow 
these simple suggestions: Force five 
cans of Cycle 5 daily down your 
deceased beast’s throat, A periodic 
machine washing on a permanent 
press cycle and warm tumble dry are 
recommended to keep your dead dog 
in top physical condition. 

Cycle, Every Day For the Death 
of Your Dog, 


FOR 
DEAD DOGS 
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Why did the chicken run under the wheels 
of a taxicab ? 
To get to the Other Side. 
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Of course the farmer was reluctant, 
but after some Smooth talking the veteran 
traveling salesman had a place to stay 
for the night. Ohno, my sleeping habits 
are very versatile...I can sleep with 
animals, children, perhaps...a daught- 
er? Of course, there was a daughter, 
and she was in the only unfilled space in 
the extremely untidy estate, so he would 
have to sleep with her. Until recently, 
the farmer noted, she had been noted 
throughout the county for her highly- 
developed sexual ability and the incredi- 
ble stupidity of her old man for thinking 
she was a naive-innocent, 

The salesman licked his lips and fol- 
lowed the farmer to a large hole in the 
yard. This is the place, said the farm- 
er as he pushed the salesman in, head- 
first, onto the partially-decayed corpse 
of a strapping young girl, but I wouldn’t 
stay past four. That’s when I’ll be back 

with a bulldozer to bury her. 
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You’ll never get me to donate my organ! 
‘B 
Our Unabridged Dictionary defines 


‘‘Self-immolation’’ as ‘‘the act of set- 
ting fire to oneself. ’’ 
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The two great scientists were com- 
paring their impressions shortly after 
witnessing the extremely painful death 
of a technician in the lab they shared, 
They grew disturbed as they found that 
they agreed in almost none of the details 
and finally, after months of increasingly - 
heated arguments and bad feelings slow- 
- ing down work, they decided to recreate 
the accident as an experiment and ob- 


serve it objectively. 

They called Campus Patrol and said 
there was an intruder doing something 
to a large metal plate with three thick 
wires leading into it sitting on a rubber 
table in their lab, and would one of the 
officers mind coming to examine it? 

The responding Officer Tim O’Falley 
burst into the room with.a hearty ‘‘Cam- 
pus Patrol,..On The Job!’’ The scien- 
tists showed him the plate. He frowned 
and squinted. ‘‘Is that a name engraved 
on that plate ?’’ 

‘‘Yes,’’ said one scientist, 
Skimtimzowie, 924.’’ 

The officer produced a flask of tobas- 
co sauce, and when attempting to pour 
some over the plate, he EROES and dis- 
connected the wires, 

‘Why Tobasco?’’ aered: one of the 
great men, 

‘‘Because you can virsk a man Skim- 
timzowie but Tim tobasco drink, ’”’ he re- 
plied, affixing a bicycle. parking ticket to 
the offending plate. 
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Did you hear about the East Campus 
resident who tried to commit suicide? 
He couldn’t find ascrewdriver big enough 
to pry open the welded fire door to the 
top of the Green Building, so he gave up. 


Then there was the jock who tried to 
O.D. on downers but couldn’t count to 
ten, especially when using his fingers. 


And the Bexley student who tried to 
kill himself with a drug overdose, but 
couldn’t ? 


What’s the difference between a baby’s 


head and a doorknob ? 
Doorknobs seldom come off when you 
twist them. 
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“He said he wished I was dead 


and would I please go off somewhere 


and quietly kill myself. I put on 


my coat and started walking 


to the Harvard Bridge.” 


Well, man, .. 
like this. I was getting into 
some serious drug use last 
term, I mean really serious, 
You know, a bowl in the morn- 
ing, a little hash for lunch and 
whatever happened to be around 
at night. ALL NIGHT! My 
roommate was really getting 
grossed out by the whole scene. 
.There were people coming over 
at all hours to get their minds 
disconnected from the so-called 
‘‘reality’’ of MIT. So, anyway, 
one night after I had been up for 
48 hours (or some similarly ob- 
scene number), Jim came over 
with this incredible new Colum- 
bian Gold that he insisted I had 
to try immediately. Being one 
to never turn down free drugs 
at this point in time, I put aside 
ideas I might have had about 
sleep and -proceeded to fill up 
a bowl with this stuff. Just a- 
bout now, my roommate came 
home and was REALLY TIRED. 


Something snapped in his mind 
and he started ranting and ra- 
ving about my degenerate life- 
style, my friends (all of whom 
were drug addicts, according to 
him), my lack of sensitivity, 
and other such stuff, 

We ignored this tirade of ab- 
use and proceeded to get EX- 
TREMELY STONED, I’m talk- 
ing about not being sure where, 
what, who, and other such vi- 
tal questions, After we had 
finished three (or was it four... 
or five) bowls of pot, even the 
deranged mumblings of an an- 
noyed roommate seemed to car- 
ry some importance, I suppose 
you could say we found him en- 
tertaining since we did a lot of 
laughing at him that night. 

He all of a sudden started 
into the fact that he wished I 


was dead and would I please go~ 
off somewhere and quietly kill 


myself, For some _ unknown 
reason that seemed ito make 


perfectly logical sense to me, 
I put on my coat, said good- 
bye to my roommate and started 
walking to the Harvard Bridge. 
I went right to the middle of it, 
right where it says ‘‘Halfway to 
Hell’’ and proceeded to consider 
the jump to the river. It being 
4 AM, there was no traffic on 
the bridge. My roommate’s 
comments and suggestions fresh 
in my mind, I figured what the 
hell, climbed over the railing, 
and went off into the air, 

My condition was such that I 
failed to recognize that what had 
been in front of me was not the 
railing on the bridge, but the 
Student Center bicycle rack. 
I landed flat on my ass about 
two feet from where I jumped. 
The river, the smoot markings, 
the road had all been created in 
my mind. As I slowly realized 


this, I started to laugh as loud 


and hard as I could. ThenI .- 
(continued) 
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(continued from previous page) 
crawled home and went to sleep. 
When I woke about a day or so 
later, I remembered what had 
happened and vowed that this 
kind of life was going to have 
to end. . 

I> moved into a single this 
term, My friends and I do what 
I want, when we want, with no 
interference from roommates 
and such, Oh yeah, my room- 
mate from _ last term just 
stopped by to tell me that since 
I left and some freshman turkey 
moved in, he’s been going slow- 
ly crazy and is going to take 
next term off to think about what 
he wants to do. Have to go, 
it’s time for my midnight joint, 
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If seemed like such 


a neat idea— killing myself. Af- 
ter all, how many people off 
themselves just for the sheer 
pleasure of it. It would all be 
vlanned out carefully. Id do it 
on Kresge Plaza on the Friday 
of Spring Weekend. There would 
be TV and radio coverage of the 
event, Maybe we could get Roll- 
tng Stone to cover it as well. It 


would be a major event. I mean, 
if Gary Gilmore could become a 
national hero, why not me? 

Three weeks before the sche- 
duled date, I started planning. 
The first question was how to 
kill myself. After considering 
all the possibilities, I decided 
that a hanging was what was 
called for. Quick, no mess, and 
a real crowd pleaser. Along 
with some friends I built a plat- 
form with a hangman’s noose at- 
tached. We stored it in the 
basement of Bexley Hall and 
would assemble it on the Student 
Center steps the day of the hang- 
ing. 

Two weeks beforehand, I 
started telling people that some- 
thing big would be happening and 
to be prepared for the time of 
their lives. Except for the three 
people helping with the planning, 
no one had any idea of what was 
being planned, 

One week before my death 


date I sent out invitations to the’ 


local media: 


YOU ARE CORDIALLY INVITED 
TO AN OLD-STYLE HANGING 
“To Occur On 
Friday, April 29, 1977 
Aft 2 PAl 
On the Steps of the 
MHT Student Center 


Two days before it, my 
friends started to figure it out 
and tried to talk me out of this 
crazy scheme. My mind was 
set. Iwas going to hang myself 
on Friday. 

The day before Iwished good- 
bye to all my friends and even a 
few enemies. I actually got to 
attend my own wake, as we par- 
tied all night. 

The morning of the event we 
assembled the platform and made 
the final preparations. By 1 PM, 
over 500 people had assembled 
including press, administrators, 
and policemen, 

At exactly 2 PM I put my head 
in the noose and gave the signal. 
The trap door was open and I 
fell. I fell the five feet to the 
ground and landed on my ass. 


The wood had broken. The 
hanging was a disaster. And I 
vowed never to use wood stolen 
‘from Sterrit Lumber ever again, 
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Another failure. ; 


seemed that was the only grade 
I was getting back in those 
days. It seemed like I was try- 
ing to have 360 units of F when- 
ever I eventually graduated from 
MIT, So I had failed my lit- 
erature class, Failure in a 
Course 21 class. This was the 
ultimate indignity. I mean, fail- 
ing 7.05 or 8,02 was almost 
socially acceptable. But 21.731. _ 
That would never do. My pa- 

rents would kill me for sure. 

I hadn’t always been such a 
disaster. High school was tri- 
vial for me and my first three 
terms at MIT went fine. And 
then, all of a sudden, I started 
failing courses, Two ‘years la- 
ter I was still a first term ju- 
nior and had changed my class 
twice, my course major three 
times. Nobody understood what 
happened, least of all me, Ac- 
tually, I did. Somewhere along — 
the way I had decided that there 

(continued on page 25) 
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WOLILD YOU CONSIDER 
APPROPRIATE, IF 

YOU WILL, FOR 
AERTES? 


BY sia Man i 
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I'VE GIVEN IT 
SOME THOLIGHT, AND 

I REALIZE T HAVE 
NEGLECTED MY 
CHILDHOOD RESPON- 
SIBILITIES--AFTER 
ALL, T SHOULD 
EXPERIENCE SOME 
CHILDHOOD ILLUSIONS 
AND FANTASIES FOR 
MY NOVEL,"REFLECTIONS 

F CHILDHOOD!" 


MG 


ra 


> 
os 


| 

at \i og 
can 
N 

ee 

| \ A aan 

20 
\ | ater tele 


EET 


“age Nill 
hy 


creatiseentry ssseniarsareasatiatisity TMT TN 


MUCH LIKE BEIN 
TRAMPLED BY A 

FLOCK OF WILD 

GEESE:” 


HERE, DEAR--\e 


Ml Do SOMETHING 
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TiT’S TOO BIG... GOT ATCT TRE 
IT'S , F90 BIG. ALCAROUND... HORRIBLE! 
oman NAW! EVERYBODY 
GOES THROUGH IT! 


————— 


==] 
——————— 
aN 
a: s 
a = ‘ 


sss 
> 


y 
Ss 
Vi 


HIS TROUSERS OFF! 


SIR-\F THIS IS A DISPLAY 
FOR VISITING DIGNITARIES; 

WHY ARE WE LOADING 
LIVE AMMUNITION ? 


A TOUGH SCHOOL ? 

MADAM, LAST TERM 

ONLY HALF THE FRESHMAN 
CLASS SURVIVED!” 
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| DON'T REALLY ) PP eee SIR = KNOW THIS WILL 
LIKE THE LOOKS \ se \\ as 1 SOUND CRAZY, BUT... THE 


N ARE... WELL, DIFFERENT! 


“{ DOORKNOBS HAVE ALWAYS 
BEEN DIFFERENT FROM ff 
FAUCETS, LI'L FELLER! Bg 

— Sy YOU'LL: LEARN. THESE. ‘ 
>»  f THINGS AS YOU BECOME 
* MORE FAMILIAR WITH 
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WELL LET'S SEE... 7AND YOU'VE \__ (AND YOU'VE MADE | /. AND THERE'S ONE 


I'VE MADE MY Bip, MADE, YOOR YOOR BID... MORE TRICK CEFT.,, 


AND YOU'VE MADE Bib... 
YOOR, BID... 


WELL I ‘CAN'T. 
TAKE THAT! 
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midnight game of ‘Oh Hell” 


Dolls of 
the Mont. 


pasos sa. vans na iaance Ale, «.. irl EE 


Just 
i Good 


Friends” | 


JESUS 
nOVES YOU: 


HINER LA 


A sunny day-- lost in the woods— 

two girls—-a noose--trees and gvass 
—vazor blades-- fuzzy little 

woodland creatures--a hypo and a 
bottle of cyanide—it’s more than 

a place, it’s a mood—and who 

are we to invade this idyllic tableau? 
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x WILL COME f 


Gf \NE MUST HIDE 
A AND WAIT... THEY 
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JESUS 
LOVES YOU- 


The humiliation and joyless vapidity of daily existance, where life is 
only survival, is part of the necessary suffering. in accord with His 
plan, that will cleanse your soul for the after life to come. 


So, brothers and sisters of the Cross; you who have accepted the 
Lord Je8us Christ into your hearts, who have forgiven your tres- 
passers, and who have never considered adultery—you have now 
evolved beyond the need for this disturbing trial. By accepting, 
you were cleansed; and, now that your slate is clean, this planet 
holds nothing more for you. It is time to move on! Give that final 


testimony of Faith and Jump for Jesus! 


Come, Children of God, to the Golden Gate Bridge, on Easter Sunday 
at 6 AM to the first annual Meet-Your-Maker Marathon and punctuate 
your life of rigorous devotion and conscientious self-denial with the 


pupreie sacrifice: Leap for the Lord! 


For those of you who know so much, the kingdom of Heaven awaits. 
Jésus died for you. You could at least do the same! So don’t forget 
to join your enlightened brethren at Easter for the Big-Baptism-In 
-~The-Bay. See you there! 
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BURNT EXOTIC BIRD 
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You will need a square to do this. 


Start with a diaper fold and 
fold again. 

Turn point A over to meet 
point B. 


. Turn over and repeat 2. 

. Fold outside bottom layers 
. Do the same again, but on 
the center line. This fold is. 


temporary, but it makes the 
next step easier. 


6. 
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Inflate with a pressure pump. 
Open the top layer and hold 
the rest of the left hand over 
the center line. 


. Point the peak tips, gently 


curling outwards until you 
hear a tearing sound. Repeat 
four times. 

Get a paper hat and fold it 
until it looks like a bird, 
Burn it. 
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craft of modeling dead things 


WITH PAPER 


AWFUL AIR DISASTER 


Start with a rectangular piece of paper. 


. Fold the top corners to the middle. 
. Fold this end over so the point is 
one inch from the outer edge. 
Fold the top corners in so that the 
edges meet along the center. 
Fold the tip in the middle back, 


N 


3. 
4. 
then fold down the center. 

5. Fold sides down to make wings. 
6. Spread wings. 

7. Crush, 


TASTY LOBSTER TIDBITS 


To make this, you must cut a piece of 


paper to make an equilateral triangle. BE 


CAREFUL NOT TO USE PLASTICS. 


ds 
2. 


Crease the paper in half in all 
three directions. 
Lift point A and fold between the 
other two sides, lift at B, and 
open. 


. Turn point B towards the top. 


Repeat three times. 


. Turn arrowed flap over. 
. Bring parts A & B to the bottom, 


twisting outwards. 


. Crease the cross-bloose. 


Crimp and cut. 
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OH, DADDY’ WILL 


WHITNEY-WHITNEY I’M AFRAID TM 
YOU BEAT ME/?” 


GOING TO HAVE TO REPRIMAND 
YOU, SON--MAYBE EVEN PUNISH YOU 


OH, I'M SORRY I DADPY-- WILL 
RAISED MY VOICE, gi YOU GET ME 
SON-- LET'S DISCUSS | | 

T TTER AS ALS 


HE MA AS : 
RATIONAL HLIMAN 
BEINGS. 44a 


NOW, WHITNEY, YOU 


CLASSICS, BUT 
SHE GOT ME A 
STUPID TONKA 


WELL, SON, I’M GLAD 


WELL, SURE, IF 
YOU WANT IT TO SEE YOU'RE COMING 
: TO your Ss 


R SENSES. 
\NEVERTHELESS, THIS « 
MATTE Y HAVE 


media — 
graphics 
design 


offering a coniplete line 
of graphic, tvpesetting, 
and editing services at 
the best prices 


IS THERE 
LIFE AFTER 
COLLEGE? 


It depends on what “‘life’’ means.... 

For most of us, life is a good job, a good house, a good 
car...and if we’re lucky, a good marriage. 

For some (and perhaps for you) this is not enough. The 
“good life’? somehow is not enough. Life must-mean some- 
thing different: the attempt to live in union with God, to serve 
others, to give as totally and as generously as you can. 

The Paulists offer a way of life which can satisfy young men 
who seek more than the “good life.’”” As a small community 
of Catholic priests, we have worked for over a century 
throughout the United States and Canada —from Manhattan 
to Toronto, from Greensboro to Houston, from Los Angeles 
to Fairbanks. Our mission? To speak the message of Jesus 
Christ to this modern world: to communicate His shattering 
love and overwhelming forgiveness in a time and world where 
He so often seems absent. 

To do so, we are actively involved in parish work, preach- 
ing, adult education, campus ministry, publishing and mass 
communications. We are missionaries; we are bridge- 
builders. We seek to serve the Gospel in ever new ways. 

The Paulist life is not an easy one. But one who dares will 
find rewards beyond expectation, satisfactions beyond 
dreams. But not complete satisfaction, for we are constantly 
searching to make the Gospel real to more people in today’s 
world. 

Don’t let your idealism die. Discover what our community 
can mean to you. 


FEW PROBLEMS TOO BIG - 
NO PROBLEM TOO SMALL 


call 492-9248 


READ 
SUBSCRIBE * 


Fill out the coupon below for more information about the Paulists. 


Dear Father DeSiano: 
Please send me more information on the work 


of the Paulists and the Paulist Priesthood. 
Rev. Frank DeSiano. C$ P 


Director of Vocations NAME 
PAULIST FATHERS 
Dept. D 134 STREET ADDRESS 
415 West 59th Street : 
New York, N.'Vo10019° ene 
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‘committed suicide. 
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(continued from page 8) 


was nothing that I could gain . 


from my classes and therefore 
I would do as little work as 
possible, Unfortunately, I never 
quite found the exact line be- 
tween enough and too little. 

So there Iwas. A cold Jan- 
uary, sitting in my room try- 
ing to figure out how to tell my 
parents about their little mon- 
ster’s latest mistake. My 
younger brother had just fin- 
ished his third term at Harvard 
with every grade being an A. 
It was disgusting. The little 
twerp was almost a genius. 
He did less work than I did, 
but somehow things worked out 
perfectly for him. 

I really didn’t know what to 
do. Slowly, the idea of killing 
myself and ending this misery 
for everyone evolved. The on- 
ly question in my mind was how, 
Then I remembered my room- 
mate’s sleeping pills. 
common way of offing oneself, 
After all, plenty of famous 
people had gone that way and if 
it was good enough for them, it 
was good enough for me. 

I would do it right then. No 
note, nothing that melodramatic. 
People would figure it out. I 
just hoped that the Administra- 
tion wouldn’t try to cover it up 
and let people know that I had 


they did, people would find out; 
it’s hard to hide these kinds of 
things and silence only makes 
it worse. 

I went to the bathroom and 


opened the cabinet. Yes, there 
it was: a full vial of sleeping 
‘pills, almost 25 in all. Not 


knowing the proper procedure, 
I went to the kitchen, got a bot- 
tle of beer and swallowed the 
pills in five gulps. Then I went 
to sleep. That should have been 
it. I shouldn’t be here writing 
this now. Yet, about eleven 
hours later, I was shaken awake 
by. my roommate, What had I 
done with the pills he had in the 
bathroom cabinet. They were 
his vitamin pills, VITAMIN 


What a 


Even if 


PILLS! J was even a failure at 
suicide. Nothing worse than a 
slightly upset stomach was the 
result of my efforts. 

Some good did come out of 
the experience. I started see~ 
ing my life and my education in 
anew light. I straightened out, 
gota 5.0 the rest of my career 


at MIT and went to law school, . 


Tomorrow I take my Bar Exam 
and I’ve been thinking back on 
my life and experiences. While 
trying to kill myself may have 
not been the answer, it at least 
gave me a new outlook and set 
the stage for a better me. 

But if I had it to do all over 
again, I'd probably have never 
taken those pills. And I’d prob- 
ably be dead by now. 


It Was a clear, sunny 


Friday afternoon. Nothing was 
wrong with the world. I had just 
found out I had gotten the highest 
grade on my 7.05 exam. Just 
six weeks remained to the end 
of the term and freedom for 
the summer, It was starting to 
look like I might graduate from 
this place on time with a 4.8 
or so grade point average, good 


enough to get me into medical 
school. 

I had stopped by the free beer 
party on the steps of the stu- 
dent center and started talking 
to some friends. Then my bud- 
dy, Bob, came over with a 
beautiful girl at his side. That 
was how I met HER... 

Her name was Susan, but that 
never really mattered. We were 
instantly attracted to one an- 
other. This was the one thing 
that had been missing from my 
life—a woman. We made love 
that very afternoon. It just 
seemed so natural to both of 
us. The entire weekend was 
spent in my room with HER. 
All our free time and some 
class time was spent together 
*for weeks on end. Somehow it 
got to the end of the term and 


we both just passed our courses., 


After all, we had done almost 
no work for almost half the 
term. 


The summer was spent se- 
parated. We wrote each other 
every day. September seemed 
like it would never come.  Fi- 
nally the day to return to Cam- 
bridge arrived, The first thing 
I did was call HER room. She 
wasn’t there. In fact she was 
not there for almost a week. 
She was. definitely back, be- 
cause she had signed in at the 
desk. Finally a friend of HERS 
took me aside and told me. 
SHE had found someone else, 
I refused to believe it until she 
ran into me in the Coop and 
told me herself, 

I was crushed. Life didn’t 
seem to be worth living. That 
night I wrote out checks to ev- 
eryone I owed money to and 
mailed them out. I left a note 
to my friends on my desk along 
with sealed letters to my pa- 
rents and HER. And _ then I 
jumped out my window, ‘Un- 
fortunately, in my depression, 
I forgot that I lived on the first 
floor of East Campus., Nothing 
happened. Not even a scratch, 
And now I have all these bounced 
checks to deal with. 


cine, 


heed 


Kids! Find your way through the tangle 
cancerous growth, from tu- 
i A it or MzZ4t NVA 47 7 


t out crossing 
ny lines except the obvious bridges. 
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Natraj 
indian Resturant 


419 Mass. Ave., Cambridge . 
jens oe es WE CHALLENGE YOU... 
wi guitmae to find a more reasonably priced 
. 547-9863 middta east restaurant in 
Air Conditioned Parking in rear the Boston area. 

ASIAN BOOKS Middle East Restaurant "4 S0 NS 
ASIA 4 Brookline St Take Gut ] 
MIDDLE EAST Central Sq 354-8238 
AFRICA Cambridge Open 7 days 
HISTORY 12 ARAOW STREET ae 
ART CAMBRIDGE 
RELIGION 
SOCIOLOGY 354- 
LITERATURE 10-6 RGN SAT 


139 Hampshire St. 


947-4005 
New Hours: Wednesdays 7 PM til 8 PM; Fridays 12 noon til 9 PM; Dealers in Surplus 
Saturdays 10 AMtil6 PM. 10% discount card available for a A A 
small fee. We are right in Harvard Square; come buy and browse Electronic Equipment 
in New England’s largest selection of SF. Cc | d 
18 Eliot Street, Cambridge. Massachusetts 02138. telephone 617-547-5917 ome in an 
| Look Around. 
: ER 
en 
| WILL NOT Op 
SERVICE BE UNDER 8 am-5 pm 
Mon. - ‘ 
Sat. 10-6 SOLD BY Monday thru Friday 
-~ 4 2 . m 
HARVARD SQ. 661-6440 8 am-3:30 p 
Saturday 


Auto-torium: 


| 412 Green Street Behind the 
! Cambridge Central Square 
| 661-1866 YMCA 


music 
music 
music 


| Monday - Friday 
Sam - 6pm 


Owned and operated 
by Harvard MBA’s 


! American & Foreign car repairs 


Classical, Popular, Folk, Jazz,. Soul, 
Shows, Blues, Children’s, Spoken, 
International, Imports, Quadraphonic. 
We've got it all at New England’s ga 
est record department. 


the 


M.I.T. STUDENT CENTER 


Auto body repairs & estimates a> 
24 hour phone service | 


FIRST OFF, MEET 
THE EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 
HERE HE 1S, COOLIN 


OFF IN HIS OWN 


“CRYOSTAT’*-NO 
WONDER ALL 
THE GALS 


ALL HIM 
“FRESH.” 
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HI THERE. I’M GARY 
3 KILMORE, AND I'M 
7 HERE TO INTRODUCE 
YOU TO THE VOODOO 
“FAMILY” WHO BROUGH 
YOU THIS SPECIAL 
SUICIDE ISSUE. _“S 
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AND, LOOK WHO'S 
ERE! IT'S 
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